j90             BY THE NORTH SEA.
And the palm of possession is dreary
To the sense that in search of it sinned; But nor satisfied ever nor weary Is ever the wind.
The delight that he takes but in living Is more than of all things that live :
For the world that has all things for giving Has nothing so goodly to give :
But more than delight his desire is, For the goal where his pinions would be
Is immortal as air or as fire is, Immense as the sea.